STRANGE INTERLUDE

dead . . . dead words droning on ... listening because he
is my cultured father ... a little more inclined to deafness
than the rest (let me be just) because he is my father . . .
father? . . . what is father? , . .

PROFESSOR LEEDS

(Thinking - terrified.)

I must talk her out of it! ... find the right words! . . .
oh, I know she won't hear me! ... oh, wife, why did you
die, you would have talked to her, she would have listened
to you! . . .

(Continuing in his professor's superior manner.)

- and I really think, injustice to yourself above all, you ought
to consider this step with great care before you definitely
commit yourself. First and foremost, there is your health to
be taken into consideration. You've been very ill, Nina, how
perilously so perhaps you're not completely aware, but I
assure you, and Charlie can corroborate my statement, that six
months ago the doctors thought it might be years before -
and yet, by staying home and resting and finding healthy
outdoor recreation among your old friends, and keeping your
mind occupied with the routine of managing the household -

(He forces a prim playful smile.)

and managing me, I might add! - you have wonderfully im-
proved, and I think it most ill-advised in the hottest part of
August, while you're really still a convalescent -

NINA

(Thinking.)

Talking! ... his voice like a fatiguing dying tune droned
on a beggar's organ ... his words arising from the tomb of
a soul in purls of ashes . . .

(Torturedly.)
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